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Lovers Always Go 


Author's Notes: 
| usually write really fluffy fics but one night when | couldn't sleep, | started writing this. | read it through the 


next morning, didn't even recognise what | had written and it made me cry, I'm just a uber emotional person! 


It was way too hot for leather pants but when has that ever stopped Duff? He had taken longer trails than 
this as he walked along the empty streets in the early afternoon, his jacket sticking to his skin. A jacket, in this 
weather! He didn't think much of it when he left, he just had to see him. 


He had felt confident as he started his little journey to the ex-rhythm guitarists place but as he was getting 
closer, that confidence was fading and turning into nervousness. He cursed himself for acting so stupid. Okay, 


maybe he should have called first but he didn't think about that until now. 


He walked up the steps, taking two at a time, to Izzy's apartment. Shouting could be heard as he got closer, so 
he slowed down. The yelling was muffled but he recognized the source; Axl. What was he doing here? 


Suddenly the door flew open and Axl came charging out, only to stop for a split second once he saw Duff but 


simply huffed as he walked past him. 
"He's in a mood" 


Duff watched him stomp off, nothing unusual about that. But he never thought he'd see him walking out of 


Izzy's apartment, especially now. 
He knocked on the doorframe before entering the apartment, closing the door behind him. 
"Izzy? Are you okay?" 

The brunette walked out to where Duff was, wiping his eyes with the back of his hand 
"Hey man. Didn't think I'd see you here" 

He sniffed as he started tidying up. No, there were boxes, he was packing his stuff away. 
"Are you leaving?" 

Izzy didn't stop to look at him, he just tossed things into boxes, even garbage. 

"Yeah. m going back to Indiana |.! can't handle any of this. 

Duff stood awkwardly in the middle of the room. 

"Can | help?" 


Izzy finally looked at him, his eyes still wet, hair clinging to his forehead, his cracked lips opened and closed as 
he thought for a moment. 


"No, no. Thank you but l'm almost done. I'm leaving in two days." 


He moved the boxes off the couch and slumped down. Duff noticed the buttons on his shirt were miss 


buttoned so he knelt before his friend and undid them. Izzy didn't seem to notice 
"What did Axl say?" 

Izzy wouldn't look at him. 

"Sorry, you don't have to tell me 


Izzy stood up and walked towards the kitchen, his shirt was completely open now, hanging off one shoulder. 


Duff had to look away. 


"Do you want some coffee?" 


The blond stood up and took him by the wrist and spun him around to hold him in his arms. He could feel him 
trembling as he grabbed fistfulls of Duff's jacket. Hot tears fell from his eyes and he buried his face in Duff's 
shoulder. He could barely stand and Duff went down with him, still holding onto him tightly. 


| hate this, | hate it Duff. | don't know why..or what. just." 
Suddenly he was pushing Duff away, practically fighting him off. 
"Hey, Izzy, it's okay." 


He stood up, wiping his face with both hands, swaying slightly. Duff didn't know what to do. He just sat in front 
of Izzy feeling helpless. 


"You know, Duff, I'm just tired. Tired of it all" 


The look on Izzy's face scared him. He couldn't lose him. He reached up to him, bringing Izzy back down to his 


knees and holding his face in his hands, brushing his greasy hair out of his face. 
"I don't want to feel this way anymore man. | don't want to feel at all." 


He was looking right through Duff, almost gone. But Duff wasn't going to let that happen. He smashed his lips 
against Izzy's, clumsily. Why was he shaking now? He almost regretted it as he pulled back, seeing no change on 
Izzy's face but then he was kissing back, their hands holding onto each other so tightly it hurt but they were 
feeling it. They pulled back, breathing harshly. Duff rested his forehead against Izzy's. 


"Don't say things like that. | can't lose you too." 


His voice was trembling. Was Izzy shaking again or was it him? It didnt matter, Duff was pushing him down 
onto the floor, tentatively pecking Izzy's lips until he was fully wrapped around Duff, pulling at his tangled hair 
and practically clinging to him. Their hot breath was mixing and body parts were rubbing, getting both of them 


excited and breathless, emotions running wild. 


Izzy flipped them so he was on top of Duff now, inching down to his pants, wanting to make a mess of the 


bass player under him. How is his skin so smooth and intoxicating? 


It was quick and messy and over way too soon. They were a sweaty disarray on Izzy's floor, not sure of what 
to make of it. It wasn't like they'd never done this before but it felt different. Izzy was staring down at Duff, 
tracing a finger carefully along his face and down his jaw. He kissed his lips tenderly, pressing his whole body 
into Duff's. Then he stood up and walked to his bedroom. Duff was still laying on the floor. Did that really just 
happen? His head was spinning and his chest felt both heavy and light. He pulled his pants back up, not sure of 


what to do next but then Izzy came back, a scared expression on his face. 

‘| don't want to go." 

Duff didn't want him to go either but he knew why he had to. They both stood there, their bodies almost 
aching at the lack of touch. The tall blonde picked him up and carried him to his bed and just laid there, 
shirtless, legs tangled, skin touching skin. 


"He was mad | wasn't staying for him." 


Duff looked at Izzy who was staring at the ceiling. 


